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Engender me;
With thy grace.
Let my bulge be pride;
My gravity my passion;
My nife my wrath;
My spin a delusion;
My curvature my thrift;
My long wait my envy;
lamofthee
bythee
inthee
Nandi;
proud of being the first of forms,
lacheforthelinga
Acting downward on every granule;
I'm angry that thy streaked chest wears ash and not
me;
With the turning cusp of the moon on thy crest,
I turn and turn dizzied;
May I give little room for all else but thee
So thriftily to flame up for my pet Thief to steal in and
hangmelow
Like a Big Drop about to drip!
Into my hip-deep hip!
I shun all stars
I envy them all atop those tree tops of the ficus-forest
Lord, percolate into me
And pervade and for e' ey small ecologic flaw
Turn me flatulent and gurgle withinmy burning inside
And percussion a kudamuzha,
And exhilarate meeven world's sake.
